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rather like your second edition, revised and corrected by the
author, but less spontaneous): and I want him to refuse it, so as
to free me from the clause in his contract of the Revolt in the
Desert, tying me to offer him another book. I hate being bound
by even an imaginary obligation.

There: it's over. Six months hard correction and copying, all
additional to my seven-hour R.A,F. day, and all done in barracks.
Surely there should be actuality in its phrasing and feeling? Yours
ever                                                                                    T.E.S.

345:   TO EDWARD GARNETT
22. 3. 28.                                                                                 [Karachi]
Dear Garnett, An old friend of mine, Fontana, sent me two
chapters (one on Moharram, in Constantinople, the other on an
earthquake there, while in a Turkish Court House) out of a book
of reminiscences he'd written on Turkey of 30-40 years ago. They
seemed to me to be really good writing. I believe Cape turned
them down. Am I wrong or was he?
Williamson has sent me a book of his, The Old Stag: stories.
He seems pleased over what I said of Tarka.* But he has written
a great deal. If I'd known he was so practised I wouldn't have
dared write him. I haven't yet read The Old Stag. I lie about the
earth, like a crust of dung, doing pretty nearly nothing.
Last week I sent you two letters, which was excessive: but I
realised, too late, that my R.A.F. notes might be called another
book by those who hadn't tried to read them. Actually, they're
in an emotional and intellectual short-hand: a precis of the stuff
that might have been fused into a book by some writer of the
scale and calibre of Kipling. Hopeless for my dregs to do any-
thing with them, now, I fear you will be dreadfully disappointed.
I hope Garnett in will be. He jumped off, so soon as I told him
of them, with the idea that I was becoming a professional writer!
That made me laugh, rather crookedly, on the sorrowful side of
1 On January zoth, 1928, Lawrence had written Edward Garnett a letter of nearly 5000
words almost entirely about Henry Williamson's book Tarka The Otter, which he criticized
line by line.